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u 6 Darkness, we see, emerges into light,
And shining suns descend to sable night;
Even heaven itself receives another dye,
When wearied animals in slumbers lie
Of midnight ease ; another, when the grey
Of morn preludes the splendour of the day.
The disk of Phoebus, when he climbs on high,
Appears at first but as a bloodshot eye;
And when his chariot downward drives to bed,,
His ball is with the same suffusion red;
But, mounted high in his meridian race,
All bright he shines, and with a better face ;
For there, pure particles of ether flow,
Far from the infection of the world belowr*

" * Nor equal light the unequal moon ad<
Or in her wexing, or her waning horns;
For, every day she wanes, her face is less,
But, gathering into globe, she fattens at inc-

is * Perceiv'st thou not the process of the
How the four seasons in four forms appear,
Resembling human life in every shape they^
Spring first, like infancy, shoots out her h
With milky juice requiring to be fed ;
Helpless, though fresh, and wanting to be lea,
The green stem grows in stature and in size,
But only feeds with hope the farmer's eyes;
Then laughs the childish year, with flowere

crowned,

And lavishly perfumes the fields around;
But no substantial nourishment receives,
Infirm the stalks, unsolid are the leaves.

ie* Proceeding onward whence the year began
The Summer grows adult, and ripens into man.
This season, as in men, is most replete
With kindly moisture, and prolific heat.

" * Autumn succeeds, a sober tepid age,
Not froze with fear, nor boiling into rage;